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January Memories 


Disclaimer: No disrespect or impeachment is intended here to any of the members of Def Leppard, their 


families, management or anyone connected with them in any capacity. This is just my mind exploring what-if.. 
Author: Mad Andy 

Feedback: Better than sex (almost). Yes please. If you don't tell me how do | know if I'm doing it right? 
Summary: There are things that cannot be undone, no matter how hard one tries. 

A/N: With a line like that, what else could | write about? 


For Steve Clark. Missed but never forgotten 


January Memories 


Shitty time of year. 


Phil shivered under the heavy coat, already missing the warm sunshine of his California home, every year he 


swore this would be the last, he wouldn't come to Sheffield in January..and every year something cropped up. 


Some reason or other that he had to be in the UK. 
And England being the size it was, if he was in the UK on this date..he would come here. 


He sighed, watching his breath steam in the bright, frosty air. He'd been here in the rain, the wind, snow falling 
gently, sleet slashing horizontally across the little valley; dawn, midday, and well after dark. In thirteen years 
he'd seen this neat little graveyard in just about every mood it possessed, and so counted himself fortunate 
that this anniversary the weather was bright - if cold - and the sun was doing its best to warm the frozen 


ground. 
Where his friend lay. 


"You never did like the cold, did you Clarkey?" he said under his breath, noting that the various tributes left 
by fans had been freshened up again, the bright colours of the flags and teddy bears and other tributes 
brave against the freezing weather. It never ceased to amaze him that the fans still came out here, made 


pilgrimages from all over the world to remember their hero..his friend. 


He wondered again why he was here, what quirk of personality brought him here so faithfully every year, 
then dropped carefully to one knee to lay the flowers he had brought by the polished black headstone. 


Propping the roses in an empty vase, he thought about guilt, if he'd been there that night..if. If only they 
hadn't had a fight over the phone. He wasn't sure that he would ever forgive himself for that, Steve had 
called, drunk, and begged Phil to come over and see him. Phil had refused, snapping that if he was lonely 
perhaps he should call that freaky chick he'd met in rehab. Steve had pleaded, saying that Phil was the only 


one who understood him, the only one who could help. 

Phil stood, eyes distant as he recalled the conversation He'd told Steve that was untrue, they were all there 
for him. Then Steve had reminded him of the relationship they'd formed on the Hysteria tour, the long nights 
tangled in each other's arms, the women they'd shared..whispers in the night, comfort in the dawn. Promises 
of love forever, gasps of taken breath in the darkness as they twisted around each other; passion and lust and 
music, always music. 

And Phil had said: that's all over now. Put it behind you. | have. 

And hung up. 

The following morning Joe had called him with the news of Steve's death. And Phil had still to forgive himself.. 


He stretched out one delicate, long fingered hand and smiled sadly as he traced the carven outline of his friend 


- his lover's - portrait etched into the cold black marble. 
If only he hadn't ended their call like that. 


But there are things that cannot be undone, no matter how hard one tries, or how hard one wishes that they 


were never said in the first place. 


"See you next year, mate," Phil said under his breath, and walked away from the graveside without looking 


back. 


